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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
Clearly fiction, this did not happen. | own only the words and the story, not the characters. 


| put my bags down on the counter, excited to surprise him that | was home early. | crept up the stairs, 
making sure to be quiet. 

Though, as | continued closer, | heard discomforting noises. | rushed over and swung opened the door, already 
expecting what to see. But to see the actual thing in depth being token place was like a nightmare come to life, 
causing fear, anger, and heartbreak to rush though my veins. 

| heard the chick gasp as she looked at me with her black rimmed eyes, he too realizing. | slammed the door 
behind me, putting my jacket back over my arms as | decended the steps and grabbing my keys. 

"Hey, hey, hey, don't-" He whimpered as he ran down the stairs in only his boxers. 

"Get the hell off me, man" | growled. Immediatley he fell back, his outstretched arms now clung to his chest. | 
stared at him. And how pathetic he looked, staring at me in pain as he silently crumbled. | stared at him with 
disdain, casting a glare to the whore wrapped in our bedsheets. 

"Don't go, please don't go!" He cried, trying to hold onto me as | grabbed my car keys. | shoved him off, looking 
at him dead in the eye. 


"Don't fucking touch me." | said as stern as | could with my voice wavering. His lips parted slightly as a tear 
streaked down his cheek. | turned around and stomped out the door, walking to my car in the small puddles of 
rain that already formed. | shoved my key in the ignition and drove off, not necessarily knowing where | was 
going. 

| sighed as | thought, this entire situation felt like a cheesy romance movie. Lover cheats and they take a 
break. Then, maracoulously things change and everything goes back to them falling in love all over again. It was 
stupid and gross and | absolutley hated it. 

"Shit." | groaned, feeling a warm tear slip down my cheek. | couldn't erase that painful image that already 
burned itself into my skull. | turned on some heavy music, getting rid of all the anger through heavy guitar 
riffs and the fast beating of the drums, and it worked rather well. 

Sooner or later, | found myself enjoying myself at a bar, already on my third beer and buzzed off of a couple 
shots | took a few minutes ago. My vision was already blurring and the best idea came to mind. 

| smacked a five on the table as | finished off my beer, making my way through the packed crowd of this 
small bricked building and walking to the back for my car. | hopped in and started the ignition, backing out 
carefully. 

Once out of the park place, | drove off into the dead of the night. It was a bit past midnight by now and | was 
feeling a lot better. | was going a little above the speed limit since the roads were empty, my arm hanging out 
of the rolled down window, the cool night breeze flowing through my hair. 

As | sped down a street | thought was empty, a car shot by the approaching intersection. | slammed on the 
breaks, turning the wheel with all my might. | felt the impact of the other car and my own colliding, metal 
bunching together with metal. It all happened so quickly yet | saw everything in slow motion 

Every detail of the collision, every drop of blood that was shed. Every second Death seemed to creep upon me 
and this stranger. Then | blinked and everything went back to full speed, fading to black. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
Super short chapter. 


When | awoke, everything was fuzzy. And as | looked around, a dark figure laid on the couch beside the bed. | 
closed my eyes, hoping it was just Death waiting to take my fragile life, but when my vision focused, | realized 
it was just Brian. | groaned, wanting him to be the last person I'd wake up to. 

| must have groaned loud because Brian woke up, rubbing his eyes and looked at me. "Hey, you finally woke up." 
He smiled, yawning in the process. | glared at him, watching as his smile immediately drop into a frown. 
"You're still mad, aren't you." He sighed in defeat. 

"Look, | get you're trying to be sweet and shit but honestly, | don't want any of this, and I'm sure your 
girlfriend really needs you home." | said. "Don't ya normally have dates right after? That's what ya did with 
me." | smiled inside, feeling happy with my rude response. 

"She's not my gir-" 

"Can you go get me a nurse?" | asked, not wanting to deal with anything, being in the state i'm in. He nodded 
slowly, leaving the room. | sighed, closing my eyes as | laid back on the pillows. 

Brian came back a few minutes later with a nurse. She gave me a small check up and asked a few questions, 
writing down my responses. She adjusted everything and changed my IV drip and then left, leaving the tension 
rising in the room. | closed my eyes, comforting myself with a nice thought until it was interrupted. 

"I'm sorry." He said as he stared somewhere on the floor. 

"It doesn't matter." | sighed. "It's in the past, | don't care." 

He nodded slowly again, his eyes wandering as he tried to find something to stare at. "D'ya know how long I've 
been asleep?" | asked, trying to find a way to distract myself from the annoying beep of the heart monitor. 
"About a day and a half. The crash was pretty severe." He replied quietly. "Thanks," | muttered, lifting my arms 
to scan the dark bruises and gashed that were scattered over the flesh. "The doctors said if they got there 
any later, you would've passed from blood loss." He continued, looking at me tiredly. 

| see." | said unfocused as | picked at a scab, accidentally making it bleed a little. "Just ‘i see‘ is all that you 
come up with, Zee?" He snarled as he stood from the couch. | looked up at him amused. "| could have lost you 
and all you say is ‘| see‘?" Brian ran his hands through his hair as he looked up, pacing in a small circle. 
"You're not the only one who'd be effected by it. | have a family, y'know.’ | muttered, watching his reaction 
Brian turned to me. His face was now pale with sadness, the red from anger fading almost immediately. 

"| stayed by your side for almost two days, never leaving unless the doctors kicked me out. You left me on 
the verge of ending it all the entire time you were in a coma. | was the one who was here for you when no 
one would have been. | am-" 

"Stop," | sternly demanded, pushing him by the chest as he had leaned in close. "| don't care what you did. You 
were the last person | wanted to see and you were fully aware of this. This isn't going to end up like some 
romantic chick flick. This is reality. This is life. This is what you get when you cheat and fuck up everything." | 
kept a steady and low tone, trying not to raise my voice. 

Brian backed away a step and looked down on me. "Why was | even with you?" He asked. 


"Bringing up irrelevant questions now? Good fucking job." | growled, sitting up on the bed. "You know that if you 
never cheated, this would have never happened. | wouldn't have been filled with so much anger, | lost track of 
my speed limit and taken some strangers life. Hell, | wouldn't even have left" | barked. Brian glared at me. 
"Maybe, just maybe, | thought you would care and maybe give me some credit for staying with you." 

"| do have some sense of respect for you, | really do respect you if what you say is true, but how can | trust 
your words when you do that to me?" | asked as | felt a tear slip down my cheek. "Don't fucking cry here, 
Zee." He lowered his voice as it wavered. 

‘Its your fault this happened!" | snapped, feeling my bottom lip tremble as another tear followed the same wet 
path as the tear before. Brian grabbed a chair and dragged it over, a tear trickling down his cheeks. 

"| never loved her." He muttered, sniffling. "You spent so much time at work and | needed you. | had to get off 
and it wasn't the same." He cried into his hand, spitting everywhere as he spoke. "| can't stand it." He looked up 
from his hands. "| know the work is for the band. but it took too much out of me." Brian whimpered, leaning 
closer. 

"| couldn't do it," He mumbled hopelessly, leaning on the bed and wrapping an arm around my lower back. | 
smiled, watching as his face had began to glow and a big smile grew on his lips, leaning in so his rigid breathing 
was each other gently. "You've caused enough damage." | spoke deeply as he neared for a kiss, glowering at him 
and watching as his grin fell and his face turn completely pale. "Because it's fucking over, Brian" | snarled. 

| heard the nurse coming, so i sat up straight, watching her walk in. Brian faced the other way as if he was 
observing the room. 

"Well, Zackary, you're results are very good, but to be safe, we need you to stay for at least another day for 
a definite answer that no serious damage was done." She smiled brightly, softly patting the bars at the end of 
the bed as she looked down at the chart and spoke. | thanked her as she left. 

"I've gotta go." Brian muttered, grabbing his jacket and pulling it over his arms. He left without another word. | 
inhaled deeply and exhaled heavily. rubbing my bandaged forehead with my fingers as | sighed in defeat. 

The day was slow, hardly anything on the television and calling and telling everyone | was well did not take long. 
So | had called in a friend to keep me company. Unfortunately, everyone | wanted to see was either busy or 


they did not answer, so | decided to sleep. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
The End. 


| forced myself to get up and grab the phone, dialing Matt's number. 

"Hello?" He asked confused. 

"Yo, Matt, It's Zee. | need you to come pick me up." 

"Hey man, | heard what happened. But | can't, man. I'm super busy." He apologized. "How are you, though? | 
heard what happened and Val and | came over as soon as they'd allow us in" 

"Aw man, I'm really good. Beaten up but I'll recover." | grinned to hear a dear friends voice again, something 
less hostile. "That's real good, man. Listen, I've gotta go but I'll call you later. See ya, man" 

"Yeah. ah. bye." | sighed as the line fell silent. | dialed Jimmy but got no response so | assumed he was also 
busy, leaving me for little ole Shortshit. | dialed his number and to my surprise, it picked up before the third 
ring. "Ello?" His voice rang through. 

"Hey, Johnny!" | ecstatically spoke. "Hey, whats up, man?" He asked. "Recovering from the accident. Speaking of 
which, can you give me a lift home?" | asked, chewing on my bottom lip. "Yeah, of course man. Ah, I'll be there 
in, like, twenty." He muttered, shuffling interrupting the line. 

"Alright, sweetCould you stop by my place and pick out some clothes? Mine were ruined in the accident.” 
"Sure, man" | grinned as he hung up. 

| got dressed in about five minutes, sitting on the bed watching some drama show in Spanish that seemed 
interesting, though for the life of my, | could not understand them. 

| was drifting off to a good nap until | felt something on my cheek. Immediately thinking of the worse, | 
frantically tried pushing off what | thought was some sort of bug off my cheek, resulting in me landing on the 
tile floor with a thud. As | hit the ground, | could hear someone snort, following his wheezing. | pushed myself 
up, looking at Johnny with near tears in his shut eyes. 

"Oh fuck! | totally wish | could have gotten that on video!" He giggled, holding his sides. "Fuck you, | was in such 
a good nap." | muttered, trying to pretend | was hurt, but failing when | began to giggle along with him. 

"Here's your clothes, man" He plopped down the plastic bag on the side of me. "Thanks dude, | owe ya one." | 
grinned as | grabbed the bag, getting up to leave for the bathroom. "Hey, those dresses are pretty sick!" 
Johnny exclaimed as he sat down"You can, like, moon people while you walk down the hall” He grinned and 


giggled to himself. | shook my head, laughing as | shook my head. 


"You ready, man?" Johnny asked when | stepped out of the bathroom. He had been sitting on the couch, 
watching that Spanish soap | had on earlier. "Yeah, let's go." He turned off the propped up television, allowing me 
to walk out first. 


We hopped in his little white car. | watched as he focused on the road as he backed out, swiftly leaving the 
tight spot he was in. If | had been with Matt, that asshole would've done it so quickly and horribly, then sped 


off out of the hospitals parking place, even if | was injured. Unlike him, Johnny drove slowly, made exact stops, 


and drove the limit. He was probably the best driver of our group. 

"So, your place?" He asked, glancing at me without turning his head. "Mhmm." | nodded. We drove down the 
freeway, the sun at it's highest. 

It took about thirty minutes to reach my home, and once we were there, | thanked him for the ride. | stepped 
out of the car and waved goodbye to Johnny as he backed out of the driveway and drove off. | unlocked the 
door and stepped in. | breathed in, smelling the all familiar scent of Brian. | sighed and walked to the room we 
shared and set my bags down. | looked around, seeing the room half empty, the bed nicely made and a note on 
my pillow. | opened it, grazing my fingers over the wrinkled drops that were still drying. | dropped the card in 
the drawer of my bedside table at the sudden thud i heard. 

| got up and turned around, just about to go out of the door, only to find Brian leaning on the frame. "What 
are you doing here?" | scoffed. "| heard you were back home. | just wanted to make sure you were okay for 
the first day back" He muttered, pushing himself up. "I'm totally fine, I'll be fine." | replied, stepping back as he 
stepped forward. 

"Alright, | still have a few things to pack up, though." He stepped in the room, sliding past me. | walked to the 
kitchen, preparing to make myself some hot chocolate to soothe myself. When it was finished, | sat at the 
counter, sipping it and watching the clock, focusing on the little hand moving so much faster than the big hand, 
yet staying so close. 

"| got everything | need! | choked on my drink at the sudden surprise of his presence, "Christ, dude, don't 
scare me like that." | said as | wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. | turned around on the chair, feeling 
a piercing pain in my heart to see him hold his last box of clothing. "Alright" | stood up and walked over to 
him, standing in front of him. "I'll see you Saturday for the recording sessions." | muttered, shoving my hands 
in my pockets. "Okay." He said, his voice cracked and hoarse. | pursed my lips and nodded. He adjusted the box 
better on his hip before sneaking a soft kiss on my cheek. 

A part of me hoped this was going to end up like a chick flick, but | couldn't bring myself to forgive him. | 
watched as he looked at me one last time, turning around and leaving the house. | walked into the living room, 
dropping myself onto the couch. | sat in silence, staring at the black television screen before me. He was gone. 
Never to return. 

| sighed, sipping on my chocolate. | felt a tear slip down as | thought about the night of the accident, thinking 
about how happy he looked while in bed. His glistening smile and the way his eyes twinkled that seemed to make 
him glow. | pressed my fingertips to my forehead as | leaned forward. | could have made him happy if | never 
dedicated myself to the shithole of a job. 

Who knows how long he was with her, how many times he's down this behind my back. | didn't want to think 
about it, the images replaying over and over again in my head. How they're already stuck to my mind. 

| got up from my spot on the couch and left for the kitchen, grabbing the bottles of scotch and whiskey, and 
leaving for upstairs. | pulled off the grey sheets on the mattress we shared and tossed them in the corner of 
te room. | sat on the bare bed, leaning over and grabbing the shot glass | had in my drawer. | poured myself a 
shot of whiskey and took it quickly, wincing as it burned my throat. 

It's my fault. | whispered. | shook my head and poured another, taking it just as fast as the other. | mumbled 
the three words again, before taking my third shot. 

By now | was beginning to blur, and | poured my fourth. By my sixth, | was already shaky, so when | poured 
my seventh, | accidentally got some on the bedside table. | yelled, hitting the shot glass to the side, watching it 
slam and shatter against the wall. took a big swig of the whiskey right out of the bottle, shaking my head 


quickly. | laid back, sipping on the brown beverage as | reminisced my memories with Brian, smiling to myself. 


This is not a chick flick 


